
The mojl lamentable T -age fa 

She /hall be married to this noble Earle: 

V Vill you be ready; do you like this hafte? 

Wedckeepeno greatadoe^afiiendor two 
For harke you, Tybalt being flunefo late ? 

It may be thought we held him carelefly’ 

Being our kinimnn, if we reuell much: - * 

Therefore weelehaue fome halfe a dozen friends ' 

And therean end, but what fay you to Thurfda\ i 

Pans, My Lord, I would that thurfday were to morrow’ 
Ca. Well, get ) ou gone, a Thurfday, belt then; 

Go you to lultet ere you go to l ed. 

Prepare her wile, again!! this wedding day. 

Farewell my Lord, light to m y chamber ho, 

Aforeme,ic isio very late, that we may call it early by and by 
Goodnight. 


Enter Romeo and Iul > et aloft, 
lu, Wiltthou begone; It is not yet neare day; 

It was the Nightingale, and not the Larke, 
Thatpierftthefearefull hollow of thinceare, 

Nightly The lings on yondPomgranet tree, 
Beleeuemelouc,itwastheNightingale. 

Romeo. It was the Larke the herauldof the morne. 

No Nightingale, iooke loue what enuious ftreakes 
Do lace thefeueringcloudes in yonder Eaft: 

Nights candles arc burnt out, and locond day 
Stands tipto on the myltie Mountaines tops, 

Irnuil be gone and line, or Hay and die. 

lu. Y ond light is not day light, I know it I; 

' It is fome Meteor that the Sun exhales. 

To be to thee this nigh t a Torch-bearer, 

And light thee on thy way to CMantua. 

Theref ore Hay yet , thou need!! not to be gone. 1 

Ro, Let me betane, let me be put to death, 

I am content, fo thou wilthaueitfb. 

He fay yon gray is not the mornings eye, 
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e ftf{meo and hill ei, 

Tis bufthc palereflexe of Cinthias brow. . 

Nor mat is not the Larke whofe noates doe beate 
The vaulty heauen fo high aboue our heads, 

I ! aue more care to ftay then will to go; 

Come death and welcome,/^ wills it fo. 

Flow lit mv rutile, lets talke itis not day. 

In. It isjitis,hie hence be gone away: 

It is the Larke that lings fo out of tune. 

Straining harfh Difcords,and vnplealing Sharpes, 

So nefav the Larke irakesfweete Diuilion. 

This doth notfojforfhe deuideth vs. 

Sonicia) uiei^aikeano mathed Toad change eyes, 

Onow I would the) had changde voyces too; 

Since armef om arnie that voyce doth vs affray. 

Hunting thee hence, with Huntfup to the day, 

0 now be gone, more light andhght it growes, 

Romeo, More light and light, more darke and darke out 
woes. 

Enter Matame and Nurfe . 

Nnr. Madam. 
in, Nurle. 

Mur. Your Lady Mother is cumming to yotir chamber. 
The day is broke,be wary,looke about. 

lu. Then window let day in, and let life out. 

Ro. Farewell/arewell, one kille and lie defeend. 

1st. Art thou gonefe,loue,Lord,ay husband.friendg 

1 mult neare from thee euery day in the houre. 

For in a minute there are many daies, 

0 by this count 1 fhall be much in yeares. 

Ere 1 againe behold my Romeo, 

Ro, Farewell; 

1 will omit no oportunitie, 

That may conuey my greetings loue to thee. 

In, O thinkeft thou we lhall euer meete againe? 

Ro. 1 doubt it not,and all thefe woeslhall terue 
Forfwectc dilcourfcs in our timeto come. 
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